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I COULD HEAR THE MOANS of pleasure coming through the partitions of reeds during my routine walk-through of the back rooms. I enjoyed this part of the evening when the glow from the oil lamps was waning and my brothel was in full swing. It was my domain. The place I owned and ran for the women of Rome. I was the mistress of my specialized brothel that catered to the elite rich women that were left alone by their campaigning husbands. They deserved only the best, and I gave it to them.

I walked between some partitions into an open area of one of the back private display rooms. Here, my special clients could enjoy free displays of erotic pleasure for their personal viewing. Some of my clients just enjoyed the voyeur aspect of pleasure and did not partake. It could get quite popular on some nights, especially if the ladies were feeling lonely. Since I had a no-questions-asked policy and membership allowed them to stay for as long as they liked, some members stayed all day and into the evening. 

I nodded to several of my regular clients, their fibulas of gold and silver encrusted with jewels inherited or given to them by men. Being rich had its advantages. I found that out when I saved up enough and bought myself out of slavery. Their ears were dripping with more gold while the silks and fine woven cotton of their robes and stolas draped their bodies. Legs were crossed as they sat on sellas. Others were leaning on a lectus I had stationed at corners in the room, the scrolled backs the resting place for anxious arms or a head watching the action. They were relaxed intently viewing what was on the small dais in front of them. 

When I turned to look, my breath caught. It did this every time I saw him. Marcus was upon the small dais, holding a woman as another of my male slaves caressed her legs. I had them dressed as warriors, more of the savage sort from the north. It made Marcus look fierce as he held the woman in contrast to the gentle caresses around her breasts that made her nipples perk. 

I recognized her then. Jassel. The female slave I had used to introduce Marcus to my clients. I smile. They always made a good display pair. She had just recently given birth to a son that was now a new slave of mine. The father could be Marcus. The child did bear his eyes and dark hair. But I did have another slave with the same coloring. It was no matter. There was that benefit for this kind of use for my slaves; It begat more.

I made the rounds around the room, making sure my clients were comfortable if waiting for their turn with their favorite slave or if they were just enjoying the displays my brothel provided. But my eyes kept drifting back to Marcus. He had started to penetrate my heart, becoming one of my favorites. I could not let anyone know that. It would be a weakness that my slaves could use against me. If Marcus knew, it could be dire in his performances and affect his efforts to please my clients. But also, I didn’t want anyone to know. I had to keep my heart secret for that knowledge could aid my enemies. I had not but a few, all known. But it was always good to be careful. 

I eyed him again slowly, making it look as though I was checking on the show. I could see Jassel’s face moving to express the pleasure when my other slave slammed into her with his large cock. Marcus held Jessel firmly, his arm easing under her breasts to help her take the impact of the other slave’s thrusting. Again and again the other slave pummeled her until they both stopped in mid-thrust, he holding her legs up to receive him deep. They moaned together, a beautiful picture of male and female intimacy climaxing. The other slave, very dark-skinned that I had procured recently through the Egyptian slave trade, eased back out of her, pulling out to lie next to her on the cushions on the dais. 

But Marcus held Jassel, caressing her stomach and letting her finish her pleasure waves. She closed her legs slowly, easing back into his arms. He kissed her on the top of her head. Could it be Marcus was finally growing fond of a woman? After all this time, was his warrior heart being tamed? Then, he looked over to me, and our eyes met. I saw the dead eyes I know to be his scarred soul. He looked away from me quickly, laid Jassel down, and stood, his own cock quite large and ready. 

Immediately, one of my clients tapped my arm. “Is Marcus ready for a bit of his own display? I’ll pay to have him sent to my private room.” I nod. She was one of my regulars. The wife of a senator that was so old, he didn’t care what she did, as long as she ran his household. It was also rumored he preferred the cock himself. Some of the other ladies were married as such, having an agreement to enjoy what they preferred while their husband partook in what they preferred, only meeting to make heirs. It was their business. I often benefit from these arrangements, catering to the women what their husbands didn’t want to do themselves. If they came to me willing to pay for my slaves, I delivered. 

“Yes. I can have him brought to you when you are ready.” I snapped my fingers looking towards Marcus. He walked over slowly, his erection being a draw for most of the eyes in the room. I whispered to him, “You are needed in one of the private rooms. Please take Augusta to show her the delights of my establishment.”

“As you wish.” He bowed to me slightly, and turned to Augusta, taking her hand, and leading her away. I tried to hide my jealousy. I could have Marcus at any time. But sharing him was sometimes too much for me to bear these days. I was going to have to come to terms with my feelings as I saw him walk away with Augusta on his arm. 

I had fallen for the Celtic warrior, and I did not know how to stop it.
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“MARCUS, WE NEED TO talk.” I had him brought to my meeting room for business near the back of the brothel. It was late morning, and as such the establishment was not much needed during this time. I used it for arranging the business of the day. Today, I needed to address my personal concerns, Marcus.

He knelt before me, knowing the way he should act before his owner. He wore nothing but a loincloth and his slave tag. I reached to fondle the silver, feeling the soft skin underneath. He was mine. His body at least. His heart, however, was cold. Maybe kept away so no one could own it. 

“You may look at me, Marcus.” His eyes rose up to look at me. I placed my hand on his shoulder. “Do you want to be free?”

The look in his face changed for a moment, like I had caught onto something within him. His eyes widened and then hardened again. “It has been told to me once before. But the master of the house died before his promise was kept. And I was sold.”

“What if I told you I was serious? I am thinking of giving you your freedom.”

This time, his face rose to look at me. “And the price?”

I leaned down to join him, my knees feeling the grit of the floor beneath the woven mat. I placed a hand on either of his shoulders. “Earn your way to freedom. Work at my side to help me run my brothel. I want to expand, to include more men. I haven’t tapped that area as of yet, but I need a man to run it. I think you will do well in the position.”

“Run a brothel for men?”

“Of women and men for men. Yes.” I grabbed his hands, standing up with him. His strong stance as he rose braced me as I stood as well. “I think we will make a good team. It’s how I started. I was given a chance to buy my freedom. I want to do that for you, now.”

His eyebrows rose. “You were once a slave.”

“Many moons and seasons ago. Yes. I did manage to buy myself free. And with not many ways for ex-slaves to make a living, I found that this worked. It was a needed endeavor and I found my niche. But to expand elsewhere, I need a man to run it. I think you can do it. And if you do well, you can earn your freedom and business.”

“Why are you doing this for me?” He searched my eyes, the hardness in his ebbing away.

I smiled, maybe hoping beyond hope I was making progress in reaching him, finally. “I was given a chance. I want to offer
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